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One 


Author's Notes: 
When | saw the challenge for \"Beat The Heat\" | wanted to do something that was different for me. So, for 
some reason my RickMuse gave me this. | actually like it, which is amazing in itself. It\'s het, which is even 


more amazing. 


The style may seem a little odd, but it\'s just a bit of experimentation with a sort of conscious stream of 
thought. It\'s only meant to be from her point of view.-Many, many thanks go to Bella for helping me with 
this! 


It was hot, miserable and her hands were dried out from lack of moisture in the air. Sighing, the woman made 
her way into the bathroom where it occurred to her that she hated the color blue. Of course, that didn't stop 
her sister from declaring it her ‘new fave color! The walls were the shade of blue that the ocean was this 
time of year in the tropics, gentle greenish-blue, clear and piercing. There were fond memories tied to 
bleached sands, radiating heat up to scorch the bottoms of your feet. Bright sun invaded her memory, the 
rays glancing off of the same gentle greenish-blue water as the color that matched her sister's bathroom. 


The days in the sun would cool off to comfortable nights. 


There had been a man on her plane beside her. His voice had been quite helpful in focusing her and calming her 
down from her fear of planes. He had a friend who was scared of flying, he had explained. His voice had held a 
trace of a native of the United Kingdom. Attractive and pleasant to talk to, his smile was soft but genuine and 
when he laughed she found herself smiling as well. He was intelligent, having traveled the world many times 
over. It occurred to her that she felt very naive when talking to him, even though he didn't mean for her to. 


They were the same age, yet he had seen so much more. His brown curls had hints of red to them, the same 


shade of reddish blonde that the stubble that littered his face had. 


She sighed, the mirror reflecting herself back. Red hair and blue eyes and skin with a hint of pink picked up a 
bottle of lotion nearby. Eileen shook it a few times, getting a satisfying amount into her hand. Setting the bottle 
of lotion down, she began smoothing it over her skin. Studying herself in the mirror as she mindlessly rubbed 
the lotion in, she noticed there were tears gathering in the corner of her eyes, sheer will battled them back. 


Once calmed down from her initial fear they had chatted softly. Laughing with each other they made hints as 
to what each one was interested in A comfortable smile from him and she was nodding slowly, his eyes 
warming as they met hers. Another soft conversation and he found out her hotel, her light voice inviting him 


back to continue their conversation of sorts. 


They had walked together to her hotel. It had been exciting when he took her hand in his, subtle flirting leading 
up to them walking together. His right hand had held her left; he had a strong grip with smooth palms. His 

fingers were rough, but not in a way that made her cringe. The more she thought about him, the more tears 
appeared. He had been quiet, smiling when she told him she was a secretary at a law firm, enjoying a company 


provided vacation. 
lm a drummer, he had said shyly. 


She had smiled, explaining that she knew, and that she remembered the news reports of his car accident so 
long ago. He went on to explain he needed time that didn't involve being a musician. She had laughed at that, for 
she couldn't carry a tune if it had handles. 


An evening spent laughing in the warm sunlight had given way into a cooler night, his boyish grin inviting her 
down to the beach with him. Quietly, they walked through the still warm sands, the bleached white sands 
gleaming in the moonlight. Still laughing he had playfully slid her shirt up, letting his hand glide over smooth 


skin He had murmured something that was lost on her, but she understood the general meaning. 


Without shame or hesitation she had pulled her thin shirt off and he had watched her, unblinking and quiet. 
Thinking back on it now she felt the embarrassing rush of shame that she hadn't cared how she had come 
across. A black bra had encased the almost too pale flesh of her breasts as he slowly stepped toward her. She 
remembered that her breathing had picked up, long red hair being moved by both the incoming breeze and her 
own breath. Sand shifted under her feet as she pressed her chest to his, the wind blowing some of his curls 
into one eye. He had smiled when her hand reached to push his curls back, but the smile had been small and 


never reached his eyes. 


A soft sob came from her as she sat on the toilet seat, hands no longer dry. She covered her face and gave 
way to her tears, letting them stream down her face unchecked as she remembered the warmth of the 
beach giving way to the air-conditioning of her room. If you were to ask her how they had gotten to her 
room, she would have been unable to tell you. Kisses, fiercely passionate and nearly overwhelming filled her 
mind. He had turned the light off upon entering the room. She remembered guiding him to the bed, his stubble 
rasping against her breastbone as he pressed light kisses over her skin. She had reached behind her, 
unsnapping the hooks that held her bra closed and took it off, gasping at the feeling of his hand sliding over 


her skin To learn her body's contours and curves. 


She had laid back on the bed, breasts gleaming in the barely lit room as his hand rested on her hip as he laid 
down beside her. Squirming uncomfortably, he explained what he wanted. A smile from her got another 
unreaching smile from him as she slid on top of his lean, strong body. Before she could continue with his 
request, his hand stopped her. A whispered conversation had her laughing and foraging in her bag for what 
they needed. Without words she wandered back to him, sliding the sheath over his hot, silky cock. The roar 
coming in from the ocean joined the sounds of their passion as she sank down on him, their quiet groans and 


murmurs nearly buried under the ebb and flow of the tide outside. 


Desire rushed over them and quickly they had moved to ease the burden, her hands braced on his chest as 
his hand held onto her hip. He had groaned thickly and her shaky gasp was not far behind as the rush of heat 
was contained by the thin latex. 


When she woke the next morning, a thank you note in his distinctive scrawl was left on her bag. The few days 
she had left were spent on the sand, the sun warming her skin day after day and giving it a flush from 
sunburn. She had swum, read, and relaxed, hoping to see him again. However, on the plane trip home there had 
been no stubbled, curly-haired man sitting beside her to calm the inevitable panic attack 


Tears drying at last, Eileen stood, mindful of her belly as she walked back to the couch. She didn't hate blue, 
but it helped to have something to blame other than herself. Her hand rested on her stomach, the child within 
moving in its watery home. For a brief but short-lived moment, she entertained the thought of going out to 
California, finding him, and explaining that the condom hadn't held up. Logic kicked in as she turned the TV on 


Besides; what was a one-night stand to a rock star anyway? 


